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stretching straight across the Sul Valley to the opposite
wall of mountains, at whose feet nestled Sul itself. And
the road crossed a chai with a little stone bridge; and
in the bed of the chai were osiers, I think, making a
soft misty look; and Maitland told me that many
Armenians were there massacred. The valley, whose
bottom was about 3,000 feet high, was undulating,
and offered little prospect of good landing ground.
Then we arrived over Sul landing ground and I saw
two D.H.ga's thereon. It is very small and slopes
down away from the town across one diagonal. The
road runs by one edge, and there is a white "V" marked,
across which the road runs. You can touch the far
side of the road and run across it, so long as you are
within the arms of the "V." There is another similar
"V," on the side away from the town. Into this, after
having thrown out a smoke candle, we landed. As
we glided down, I saw Maitland turn red and bite his
lips; remembering, as doubtless he did, the many
crashes here* For you could not afford to make a
mistake.

We lunched with MacGregor, and sat out on his
delightful verandah looking out on the beautiful moun-
tains. And the birds were singing with their hearts
foil of springtime. Oxen were ploughing in the fields,
and cocks were crowing and the air was full of
country sounds, very pleasant to the ear. MacGregor
told us that Sheikh Mahmoud was behind the next
range of mountains, only about 20 miles away. The
Boundary Commission was due to turn up the next
day; and the whole town had turned out to see us.
Doubtless, by my brass hat, they took me for a Turkish
expert on the Commission. I paid a visit to Chapman;